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THIS MONTH’S HIGHLIGHTS 


About the battle of Gettysburg, Pulitzer Prize- 
winning author Margaret Coit has this to say: 
“It was the turning point, the last chance, the 
high-water mark of the Confederacy. This was 
the battle where the war would be won.” Join her 
and relive this famous battle. The story—with 
dramatic photographs by Michael Vaccaro— 
The Meaning of Gettysburg . . . Could there 
be, lurking in California, an unknown animal that 
no man has ever ‘tracked down? Probably there 
is, says Gardner Soule in his article about Big- 
foot, a mighty beast . . . And talking about 
beasts of another sort, most of us pay attention to 
tom turkey only when he’s beneath some gravy. 
But in fairness to the good gobbler, we should 
know what he’s like when he’s up and about. 


Naturalist Durward L. Al- 
len tips you off in Bird of 
Thanks and Plenty... 
When plebe Roger Stau- 
bach (right) reported for 
football at Annapolis there 
were 300 other candidates, 
including 24 quarterbacks. 
By the first game he was 
the quarterback. From there 
on it was just a matter of 
time until the nation’s foot- 
ball fans learned about 
him as Navy’s All-Ameri- 
can candidate with the 
deadly passing arm. Sports 
writer Robert G. Dein- 
dorfer, who knows. this’ 
young star well, takes you 
behind the scenes for a 
look at Roger on and off 
the gridiron in Navy’s 
Big Gun in the Back- 
field . . . For those of us 
who didn’t attend the world 
jamboree in Greece, our Chief Scout Executive 
gives you a rundown and a look at what went on 
there in A Few Words from the Chief... 
There’s much talk about President Kennedy 
being a speedy reader (1,200 words a minute), 
but Eagle Scout Bill Carmack has been clocked 
at ten times that speed. How does he do it? 
Speed Reading has the answer . . . Bet you’ve 
never gone on a Where’ll-We-Wind-Up or a 
What’ll-We-Find hike. Scoutcraft expert Green 
Bar Bill has, and he’ll let you in on what they’re 
ali about, plus other hiking know-how, in Go 
Hiking the Easy Way . . . What’s your idea of a 
tasty Christmas dinner? In the U.S. back in 1858 
the bill of fare was smothered buffalo, grizzly 
bear & la mode, grilled mountain pig and. . . 
well, you take it from there. An Old Fashioned 


. Christmas tunes you in on some strange and 


interesting Christmas customs around the world 
. . . For those of you who wouldn’t know a 
Liechtensteinian from a Lilliputian, we introduce 
you to Heinrich Fronmholz, a powerful pigskin 
punter. The fiction piece: Fullback from 
Liechtenstein . . . If you're high on animal 
stories (and most BL readers are) sit in on a 
scrap between three rough customers—a bobcat, 
a coyote and an eagle. The action takes place 
in Bobcat on the Run.... - 


WE DIDN'T KNOW WHAT MADE US TICK BUT 
HEINRICH DID. HE WAS SURE TO HAVE A 
BIG FUTURE AS A PRACTICING PSYCHIATRIST 


Fullback from Liechtenstein 


By JACK RITCHIE 


ONE OF Us thought it was much of a 
Nee 


I mean we’re all in favor of. “cul- 
tural exchange,” or whatever you want to call 
it, but there was Tank O’Brien going to one of 
those European Gymnasiums—-that’s what 
they call high schools over there—and here we 
were stuck with this kid in lederhosen. 

Mostly we blamed Principal Walker for 
what happened. It’s a fact that Tank O’Brien 
was in the upper ten percent: of his class and 
maybe he was a good specimen to send over 
there to show the Europeans what we look 
like—sort of pretend that Tank is just an av- 
erage American and give them an inferiority 
complex—but the hard part to take is that 
Tank is All Fox Valley Conference Fullback 
and he was just a sophomore when he got the 
honor last year. 

Tank is practically the team. He is the team. 

I think that Tank’s mistake was getting A’s 
in German. 

Why didn’t Mr. Walker send somebody like 


Jerry Gilman? He’s a good enough halfback, — 


except that he’s a little tackle shy—stops run- 
ning when he knows he’s going to be hit and 
sometimes you sure could use a few extra 
yards. 

Or Billy Beneke? He’s the left end. Can do 
the hundred in ten seconds flat and has good 
hands for a pass—but only when the ball 
comes over his right shoulder. Don’t know 
what it is, but when it floats to him over the 
left shoulder, he just can’t hang on to it. 

Or even me? I’m the second-string fullback 
and I usually get in the game the last five min- 
utes when we’re two or three touchdowns 
ahead and O’Brien needs the rest. ; 

But they shipped Tank O’Brien to Europe. 

The way this exchange thing works is that 
we send one of our studénts over there for a 
year, and we get one of theirs while he’s gone. 


Heinrich Fronmhoilz is his name. 

‘Anyway he came from Liechtenstein. That’s 
just about the smallest country over there and 
they got a Prince and a Princess and they’re al- 
ways neutral when anything happens. 

Mr. Walker introduced Heinrich to the 
whole school in assembly the first day of the 
semester. He was wearing the Lederhosen— 
Heinrich was. They’re short leather pants and 
the girls thought that was cute—but then you 
know girls. I expected him to yodel any min- 
ute, but he just made a little speech saying how 
everybody was so nice to him since he came 
over—especidlly Mr. and Mrs. O’Brien, be- 
cause that’s who he was staying with. 

And so Heinrich is in school and he calls 
all the girls “Miss” when he talks to them and 
they sort of sigh. Once he said Fraulein to 
Barbara Higgins and she got glassy-eyed and 
dropped her books. If he could sing, I don’t 
know what would happen. 

Well, we could take all that, but what hap- 
pened was that Heinrich showed up for foot- 
ball practice. In those short pants. 

At first I thought he was just going to watch, 
but he went over to Coach Benson and said, 
“Sir, if it is permissable, may I participate?” 

He wanted to play football, that’s what it 
was. 

Coach Benson rubbed his neck and thought 
that over. “Have you ever played football?” 

“Yes, sir,” Heinrich said. “I was chiefly 
Center Forward, but at times I have played 
Inside Right Forward.” 

Jerry Gilman opened his big fat mouth. “He 
means soccer, coach. That’s what they call 
football in Europe.” 

Coach Benson glared at Jerry. “I am ac- 
quainted with the game,” he snapped. 

“Well, Heinrich,” he said and patted him on 
the shoulder. “I’m afraid that we play the 
game a little differently over here. A lot 
rougher.” 


ILLUSTRATED BY TRACY SUGARMAN 


“Sir,” Heinrich said, “I am ready to adjust. 
I will do my utmost.” ; 

Coach just looked Heinrich over, especially 
the short pants, and sighed. “All right, Hein- 
tich, get into a uniform. Gilman, you go with 
him and show him how to put on the gear. 
And tell him a few things about football.” 

We were all set to make the best of the sit- 
uation, but when Gilman and Heinrich came 
jogging back upfield, there was Heinrich wear- 
ing number thirty-three. 

Thirty-three! That was O’Brien’s number. 

We all stared, including Coach Benson, and 
Gilman shrugged. “I couldn’t help it. That was 
the only uniform that fit.” ; 

Looking Heinrich over, it suddenly struck 
me that Heinrich was pretty big at that. Those 
short pants and bare knees had us fooled. 

Coach Benson put the ball on the fifty-yard 
line. “All right, Heinrich, you’re the fullback 
on the B team. We'll let you handle the ball a 
few times. Just so you get the feel of things.” 

The quarterback shoveled the ball to Hein- 
rich on the first play from scrimmage, and we 
all came charging in. 

And I mean all. 

Not just the line, but the whole backfield. 

Maybe that wasn’t football, but here was 
Heinrich wearing O’Brien’s thirty-three, and 
we just saw red about that. 

About five of us got to Heinrich and the 
other six had to be disappointed. But after all 
there was just so much to Heinrich, and we’d 
have to wait our turn next time—if Heinrich 
ever carried the ball again. 

When the pack was peeled off, Heinrich 
didn’t have the ball. I did. 

He looked at it in my hands and then apolo- 
gized to his teammates. “I am sorry, but it is 
indeed difficult to retain, is it not, when one is 
pummeled?” 

He fumbled, that’s what he meant. 

On our first down, we went into punt for- 
mation. That wasn’t football either, but we 

(Please turn the page) 
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The Fullback 


wanted Heinrich to get his hands on the ball 
again and we wanted to get our hands on 
Heinrich. 

The B team quarterback cooperated by 
sending Heinrich back to receive. 

I did the kicking. I’m not as good as O’Brien 
—nobody is—but this time I got leg behind 
the ball and sent out a high floater. It went to 
Heinrich on the five. ; 

I guess he should have called for a fair 
catch, but maybe he didn’t know what that 
was, Anyway, we were all there when the ball 
came down. 

Heinrich held on to it, but not for long. 
After three or four tackles it squirted out of 
his hands and ifito the end zone, Barrows, our 
right tackle, fell on it for six points. 

We made the extra point and then I kicked 
off to the B team. It seemed like one of the 
best kicks of my life—usually I can’t get 
within fifteen yards of the kind of kick that 
O’Brien puts out, The ball went into the end 
zone, and the B team took over on its own 
twenty. 

Heinrich got the ball handed to him for the 
next three downs. He didn’t fumble—TI’ll give 
him credit for that—even with the way we 
mowed him down. The first time he carried, 
he lost eight yards, The second time, seven. 
The third, four. ee 

When Heinrich got up after that, he slowly 
looked over the members of the B team and 


spoke, “Gentlemen, I think that perhaps I 
could do better for the team if you detained 
the opposition a few moments longer. No? 
That would give me sufficient opportunity to 
develop momentum.” 

He wasn’t getting any blocking. That's what 
he meant. Not enough time to work up a head 
of steam. His line was leaking like a sieve. 

A few of Heinrich’s linemen blushed. 
They’d been stepping aside and ietting us 
through for a crack at Heinrich. 

His eyes went over them again. “It is fourth 
down, is it not? We are on our one-yard line? 


As it usual to kick in a situation such as this?” 


Byron, the second-string quarterback, 
grinned. “We do that’ sometimes.” 

Heinrich nodded solemnly. “Shall I assist 
in protecting the kicker?” 

“No,” Byron said. “We'll let you do the 
kicking. It’s a big honor.” 

We all looked at each other and I guess we 
came to an agreement. No rushing. Let him 
get the kick off. Just for laughs. 

I drifted back to the forty with Gilman. 

The ball went to Heinrich in the rear of his 
end zone. He took the step and put a leg to 
the ball. It was a real thunk! 

I listened to that and I was still thinking 
about it when I noticed that I wasn’t going to 
have to run in for the ball. It was floating up 
there—pretty, if you like those things—and it 
came to me as a shock that it was going over 
my head. Way over. On top of everything else, 
it got the lucky bounces and cartwheeled away 
from me. When I finally picked it up, I was 
back on my own thirty. 


Jerry moved forward and looked like a bulldog ready to bite. 


I mulled that over as I started the run-back. 
Heinrich had kicked from deep in his end 
zone . . . there was the happy bounce, of 
course . . . but still, the ball had traveled 
about. ... 

I was adding up the figures when the ex- 
press train hit me. 

I’ve been tackled by almost everybody on 
the squad in scrimmage at one time or an- 
other, and I can just about tell who it is by the 
feel of the contact. 

T lay there, tasting the sod and listening to 
the buzzing in my head, and finally came to a 
conclusion. O’Brien must have got me. He 
took a jet back from Europe, jumped into a 
suit, and.... ; 

The coach’s voice came to me worried and 
from out of the foggy distance, “Are you all 
right, Taylor?” 

“Sure,” I mumbled automatically. I looked 
up at the blur of faces. “I must of stumbled 
over something.” 

“Heinrich tackled you,” Jerry Gilman said, 
and he sounded awed, “You fumbled and B 
team recovered.” 

Things began clicking back into focus, and I 
could make out Heinrich. 

“You were inattentive,” he said. “And this 
accounts for your present reclining position 
and the loss of the ball. The impact came as a 
surprise to you.” 

_ I was still thinking about that kick when I 
got hit. That’s what he meant. . 

I got to my feet with some help. “I’m fine.” 

The coach didn’t think so. “You'd better go 
to the bench for a while. I'll put Sawicki in 
for you.” 

And so I sat and watched. 

Heinrich’s kick and his tackle must have 
done something for the B team. Pulled it to- 
gether. There was blocking. 

Regan took the ball the first two times and 
got a total. of eight yards. 

And then the pigskin went to Heinrich. 

The line made a nice hole for him, and he 
barreled through like he was looking for wa- 
ter after a day in the desert. Manley had a shot 
at him and missed. So did Sawicki. And then 


_ Heinrich was in the clear and Gilman was | 


chasing him. 

I waited for the tackle. After all Gilman 
could do the hundred in... . 

Heinrich was pulling away when he crossed 
the goal. line, 

That’s the way it went. 

They quit when it was too dark to see the 
ball and by then the score was 24 to 7, in fa- 
vor of the B team. Heinrich scored three 
touchdowns, kicked the extra points, and 
frosted the cake with. a thirty-five-yard field 
goal. ; 

I began to wonder if maybe Liechtenstein 
sent Heinrich over just to make us feel infe- 
rior. 

Coach Benson might have made up his 
mind right then, but he waited until the end of 
the week before he put me on the second team 
and. Heinrich took my place. I’d been expect- 
ing that, but it still did. rub me a little, ; 

Heinrich didn’t wear those (To page 70) 
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The Fullback from Liechtenstein - 
(Continued from page 30) 


short pants to classes after the first 
week, I guess that was the only im- 
provement—in anything. 

I got a letter from O’Brien the next 
week. Everything was fine with him. 
He was playing this soccer and was 
aa left forward or something like 
that. 

Our first game was with River Falls 
High and we took that one 32 to 7. I 
played the last seven minutes and 
didn’t do anything in particular for 
Stevenson High. The team-—I mean 
Heinrich—downed Dawson the next 
week, 21 to 0, and Rufus Tech the 
week after, 33 to 14. 

Heinrich didn’t score all the points. 
Gilman took a pass from me over his 
good shoulder in the Tech game and 
carried it into the end zone. I kicked 
the extra point. Big deal. 

It seemed to me that just about ev- 
erybody on the team forgot about 
O’Brien. But I didn’t. We were bud- 
dies. Pals. Even if he was over there 
in short pants and kicking a basket- 
ball all over some bunch of grass. 

I was walking home from practice 
one afternoon and thinking that foot- 
ball wasn’t'much of a game anyway 
and also considering that maybe I 


He nodded. “True. Still... .” He 
walked a few yards and then sighed. 
“I have written to O’Brien about our 
games, and he has written to me. He 
is very disappointed.” 

That was hard to believe, “Disap- 
penta? But we won ail our games so 
ar.” . 

Heinrich’s smile returned. “A cor- 
rection, please. We did not win the 
games. I did.” 

I stared at him. “There .are ten 
other men on the team-—in case you 
didn’t notice.” 

He shrugged. “Their presence is re- 
quired by the rules of the game, of 
course. One cannot say much more. 
But in actuality, JZ am the team, just 
as O’Brien was the team when he was 
here, He had hoped that perhaps 
things might change while he was 
gone, but unfortunately not. He and I 
still deal with the same inferior mate- 
tial.” 

I was going to slug him right then 
and there, but he held up a hand. 
“There is no need for anger. One can- 
not fight with the truth.” And then 
he turned the corner and walked to- 
ward the O’Brien house. 

When I got home, I didn’t eat sup- 


fame’ ought to switch my language course per. Who can eat when you feel the 
: from German to Spanish, when Hein- way I did? My mother got worried 

A eae ayo ceca mn ee ve rich fell into step beside me. about that and was all ready to call a 

Address) ing, activities, and fun that BOYS’ LIFE brings “I regret most sincerely that I have doctor, so finally at nine I ate a few 


displaced you, Taylor,” he said. “Had 
I known this would occur I do not be- 
lieve I would have entered into foot- 
ball at all.” 


sandwiches just to stop that. 

Our schedule called for us to meet 
Parkview East that afternoon on our 
own field. Parkview wasn’t the strong- 
est team in the league, but still could 
be dangerous. It had a 1-and-2 record. 

The squad reported to the locker 


other fellows who would like to take BOYS’ 
LIFE but don’t know where or how. Show 
your, lends ee If a le tell en 
about the special concession rate available “ 
through thelr leader. If not a Scout, give _, { managed a shrug. “That's the way 
them the coupon and have them rush it to it goes.” 

me. “You are not angry with me? I. 


City (one). ~ (tate) 


Remittance is enclosed 


BOYS LIFE’ New Brunswick, New Jersey 


I 
! 
I 
[ 
I 
each month. However, there are millions of 
t 
I 
I 
I 
I 
) 


TRANSISTOR RADIO 


ORDER TODAY 
LIMITED OFFERING 


For Only 


Attractive Gift Box 
Assorted Colors 

Vinyl Carrying Case 
Privacy Earphone 
Telaseone Antenna 

9 Volt Battery 

Size 4” x 22" x 1%” 


SEND CHECK or M0 


TELEROID p. 


TISFACTION or MONEY BACK 


ox 1265, Miami 48, Flo. 


Learn Aero-Space Science 
The perfect Christmas gift for that 
aspiring young scientist 


, ‘Student Special 
Bversting pooded to get Most aduanaed modet rocks 
et @ 

started. * Gingle stage rocket Kit 
* Single state rocket kit © Two-state miero-proble 
¢ Launcher assembly 3 . 
« Lectra-line ignition de- * Peber igniter assent: 
*- Professional firing 


om ines" * @ model rocket sarteent 
® 6 model rocket etipthest 
* @ model rocket engines* ¢ model rocket eneine 


Only $6.95 Postpala Specie $14.95 Postpatia ‘i 


No COD’s please No COD'’s Please 
@NAR safety ce 


tified 
Write today for new flustrated catalog. Send 35¢ to: 


GENTURI] encietene copay 


Education Products Div. Box 1988 Phoenix, Ariz. 


i | 
NEW! 12 PAGE CRAFT CATALOG 10c 


Write for this new catalog illustrating our full 
line of Latex Rubber Molds—Vinyl Plaque Molds 
—Vacuum Drawn Molds. SPECIAL MOLDS TO 
MAKE BOOK ENDS. SHREDDI-MIX MODEL- 
ING COMPOUND—LIQUID RUBBER and SPE- 
CIAL BROCHURE ILLUSTRATING NEW 
LATEX MOLD KITS, 


Bereteds Wobly- Craft. ue. 


MONMOUTH. IL. 


A Colorful 24 Pg. Catalog 


ree ae hundreds of {tems for the hobbyist 
@i Send for your copy today, 35¢ 
ASSOCIATED HOBBY 


RSS MANUFACTURERS, INC. 
32121 N. Boudinot St., Phila. 34, Pa. 


NECKERCHIEF SLIDES 
CARVINGS & BLOCKS 


Finished slide shown $1 each. 
Over 100 designs to choose from. 
Catalog free. 


ED CHOBY 


1844 Berkshire Ave. Pittsburgh 26, Pa, 


MONEY, WHO NEEDS IT? 


Individuals and groups do of course. Send for our free 
sales kit, geared for individual or group money earning 
plans. There is no obligation, and nothing to return. 
DYNAMIC INDUSTRIES, 218-08 Gd. Cent. Pky., Jam, 27, N.Y. 


Be Proud That 
You're An American 


mean that you do not seem to seek 
any conversation.” 

I shrugged again. “Just got nothing 
to say.” I glanced at him. “Why aren’t 
you wearing the leather shorts? Ev- 
erybody thinks they’re cute.” 

“T wore them the first week only to 
please Mr. Walker and Mrs. O’Brien 
who desired that I be picturesque. I 
have a preference for long trousers. 
Even in Liechtenstein.” 

We walked a half a block without 
any talk and then he said, “I have 
heard much of this O’Brien.” 

“Best guy in the world,” I said. “He 
could do anything.” 

“Ah? He is a god?” 

I scowled. What did he mean by 
that? 

But Heinrich smiled. “Is O’Brien 
taller than you are?” 

I thought about it. “Well, no. I’m 
about an inch taller.” 

“Ah,” Heinrich said. “But then he 
weighs more than you do?” 

“No. I weigh about ten pounds 
more.” 

“Then he is fleeter of foot?” 

“No,” I snapped. “He’s not fleeter 
of... .” And then I remembered. 
“Sure. He’s faster.” 

Heinrich still smiled. “Perhaps when 
you compete with him? No? And yet 
Y have learned that when you run 
alone you can be two-tenths of a sec- 
ond faster in the hundred-yard dash 
than he can. It is in the records of 
Coach Benson.” 

“Now, look,” I said. “Just what are 
you getting at?” 

His face was thoughtful. “You are 
bigger than O’Brien, you are faster 
than O’Brien, and yet you were on the 
second team and he was on the first?” 

‘I felt myself flushing. “We can’t all 
be on the first team.” 


room under the stadium an hour be- 
fore game time and we began suiting 
up. 
After a while Coach Benson 
frowned. “Where’s Heinrich?” 
Nobody seemed to know, and the 


coach started working hard on his 


chewing gum. 

He stewed for about twenty min- 
utes and then left the room. When he 
came back he still looked worried, but 
not so much. “I just phoned. Mr. 
O’Brien took Heinrich to Clover Falls 
last night to see some of the O’Brien 
relatives and they stayed overnight. 
They got a late start back this morn- 
ing, and Heinrich will be a little late 
for the game.” He turned to me. “Tay- 
lor, you're starting at fullback.” 

My hands got clammy. “Me? Start- 
ing?” - 

“That’s right. Just do your best un- 
til Heinrich comes.” 

My voice squeaked. “But I never 
started before. I always get in the last 
five minutes or so.” 

“Well, you start now,” he said ir- 
ritably. “You're all.we got.” He turned 
to the rest of the team. “Just hold out 
... do your best... until Heinrich 
gets here.” 

When we trotted out onto the field, 
I think everybody felt just the same as 
I did. Scared. We'd always had 
O'Brien before. Or Heinrich. But now 
there was just us. 

We won the toss and naturally 
elected to receive. The kickoff came 
to Jerry Gilman on our seventeen and 
he carried to the twenty-five. He 
might have picked up another five or 
so, but when the tacklers converged, 
he stopped and braced himself for the 
contact. 

On the first play from scrimmage, 1 
took the ball. I tried to bull my way 


‘ 
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through a small hole, but I got hit 
hard and the ball slewed out of my 
hands. Parkview East recovered, 

When I got to my feet, I knew what 
everybody was thinking. Heinrich 
wouldn’t have fumbled. 

It took Parkview only five plays 
before the halfback skirted into the 
end zone for the TD. The point after 
was missed and that left the score at 
6 to 0. 

Gilman took the kick again and 
brought the ball back to our twenty- 
nine. I picked up two yards on the first 
play, and Collier, the left half, three 
on the next. On third down, Sawicki 
faded back for a long pass. Beneke 
was in the clear a couple of yards 
beyond his defense man, and the spiral 
was a beauty. There was only one 
trouble. The ball was coming to Ben- 
eke over his left shoulder. We could 
all see that’s the way it was going to 
be, and we waited for him to drop the 
ball. He did. 

We punted on fourth down and 
Parkview brought the ball back to its 
thirty-two. Seven plays later the score 
was 13 to 0. 

It went like that. Nothing right for 
us and almost everything right for 
Parkview. Where in the world was 
Heinrich? 

With two minutes left to play in the 
half, the score stood at 26 to 0 and 
Parkview had the ball on our. six-yard 


“line all ready to add another six or 


seven points and there were four 
downs to do it. 

We lined up for our goal-line stand 
—if you want to call it that—we knew. 
that Parkview was going to score aty- 
way——when we noticed some activity 
on the sidelines. Somebody handed 
Coach Benson a note, he grinned and 
trotted down the ramp to the dressing 
room. ; ‘ 

Instinctively we all knew what had 
happened. Heinrich was back and suit- 
ing up. 

We grinned at each other and the 
tiredness left our bones. 

Jerry Gilman pounded a fist into 
his palm. “All right, let’s not make it 
any tougher for Heinrich than we 
have to. Hold that line.” 

And we did. 

Parkview East lost the ball on 


downs on our four, and our first play 


ran out the clock. 

Trotting back to the dressing room, 
we were happy as a bunch-of kids, 
slapping back and punching and all 
that stuff. Even me. Heinrich was back, 
and the second half was going to be 
another story. What difference did 27 
to 0 make anyway? Heinrich could 
make that up and more. 


Heinrich was waiting for us in the 
dressing room. 

There was only one thing wrong. 

He leaned on a crutch, and his left 
foot was swathed in a bandage. He 
smiled weakly. “An unfortunate auto- 
mobile accident.” 

And so we sat down on the benches, 
and we looked at the cement floor, 
and we were silent. 27 to 0. What 
would the score be by the end of the 
game? 50, 60, or 70 to 0? 

Heinrich spoke. “Coach Benson, is 
it not possible at this point to concede 
the game to the opponent? After all, 
it is apparent that what remains will 
bea... how do you say... a slaugh- 
ter?” 

Coach Benson said nothing. He 
didn’t even look up. 

“We must face facts,” Heinrich 
said. “I am unable to play. The leader 
i gone and therefore defeat is inevita- 
ble.” 

I shifted uncomfortably on the 
bench and I noticed that a few of the 
others did too. 

Heinrich went on. “Without a 
leader they are nothing, Coach Ben- 
son, They are ridden by fears and 
complexes.” We stood up. His eyes set- 
tled on Jerry Gilman. “For instance, 
you, Jerry, have this fear of being 
tackled. Fear, of course, is nothing to 
be ashamed of.” He smiled thinly. “But 
does it not seem most logical that any- 
one who is afraid of being tackled does 
not belong on a football team?” 

Jerry Gilman went white and looked 
like a bulldog ready to bite. 

Heinrich held up a hand. “Please do 
not be angry. I have not for one mo- 
ment suggested cowardice, I am aware 
that two years ago when you were a 
sophomore you were tackled and you 
fumbled, Because of this fumble the 
team lost the game and the champion- 
ship. You have never forgotten that 
and you are determined never again 
to fumble, even if it costs you five 
yards every time you carry the ball.” 
Heinrich smiled again. “This desire to 
protect the ball—this intense. wish 
never to take a chance—this is not 
cowardice, is it?” 

Before Gilman could say some- 
thing, Heinrich turned ta Beneke. 
“And you, Beneke, cannot catch a 
pass which comes over your left 
shoulder. This reduces your efficiency 
—your value to the team—by at least 
fifty percent. Perhaps more, since all 
your opponents are well aware of this 
fact. 

“Beneke, I understand that when 
you were a freshman, you were pur- 
suing a pass—-a pass which was com- 
ing over your left shoulder—when you 


“And don’t come back with dry feet!” 
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...for speeds galore 
...and more! 


Looking for speed-shifts? Columbia’s got ’em and 
then some! 2-speed Bendix Automatic, 3-speed 
Sturmey-Archer, 5 & 10-speed Derailleur. Pick the 
bike that suits you best from thirteen flashing. con- 
tinental-styled lightweights. .. . You can have all 
the things you've always wanted — front and, rear 
caliper or coaster brakes, two-way racing or touring 
handlebars, grain leather racing saddles, and so 
many other exciting Columbia features, Columbia 
Lightweights are easy-to-handle and quality built 
to give miles and miles of trouble-free fun. For 
Boys and Girls in 24 and 26” sizes, And 46 rugged 
middleweights in 20, 24 & 26” sizes. 
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Columbia Bicycles, Westfield, Mass. Dept. BL63 
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FOR YOUR CHRISTMAS FU 


DISCOVER the BIG DIFFERENCE that EXPERT 
TRAVEL-TRASH BASKETS help keep America RANG RERLURMIRNEE co cu 

leans tees tet Sree cond SOUR MONEY 28 MODELS — SINGLE SHOT and REPEATERS — 
i Everyone will pay $0¢ or more 


¢ for these safe, soft plastic bas- 
# kets, Fit any car, hang up at 
home. Make money for Chriat- 
mas. Quaranteet You’l! sell att 
you order, or return prepaid 
any unsold for fulf refund, 
Asstd. red, white, turquoise, 
copper, grey. Sorry—no’ COD 
check or M.O. only, 1-8 doz, 27 
$3 doz., 3 doz. or more, $2.82 . 
doz,, plus shipping charges. Or 
vend $3.75 for prepaid trial doz. 


RB ASSOCIATES © Dept. BL 
P.0. Box 48953, Los, Angeles, Calif. 90048 
Phone OL ‘3-6398 (Area Code 213) 


Since 1877 America’s First Bicycle 
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LAFAYETTE 3/0 ELECTRONICS 
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1964 CATALOG 
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Reg. part 15) 


i, WALKIE-TALKIE 
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Put a canoe at the top of your Christmas list! 


Put this bug in someone's ear... “a famous Grumman aluminum canoe 
makes an ideal Christmas gift!" Wish hard... Grumman canoes make 
dreams come true! A real canoe won't fit under the tree... but we have 
a beautiful miniature model that will. If you find one of these neatly 
packaged miniatures addressed to you, it means a quality-crafted alumi- 
num canoe (full size) is at your nearest Grumman dealer waiting for you 
to claim it! It means that you'll anxiously await the first of spring to 
begin the lasting pleasure of paddling your own canoe. Make sure they 
know you want a Grumman canoe for Christmas, send for our free litera- 
ture désctibing the mary models available, then pass the catalog on as 
a hint. Just write Grumman Boats, Dept.T-3, Marathon, N. Y, 
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GRUMMAN BOATS 


GRUMMAN ALLIED INDUSTRIES, INC. 


FREE FOR THE ASKING TF peorepen with 


DRY, SORE LIPS? 


New! ‘Chap Stick’ with Moistutané 
brings comfort fast 


Only medicated ‘Chap Stick’ lip balm contains 
exclusive Moistutane to relieve the major 
cause of lip ifritation—harmful moisture 
loss. Helps heal soreness, peeling, cracking. 
Get ‘Chap Stick’—makes lips feel so good, 


_16-page comic book of musical i 

ames, riddles, puzzles—and a story! i 
Lots of fun and things to do. All i 
in color; all for you. Just write! 


H. & A. SELMER, INC, ) 

Makers of Fine Band Instruments i 

Dept, P-111, Etkhart, Indiana J 
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Sell GRIT 


“America’s Greatest 
Family Newspaper” 


the popular publication 
‘in more than 900,000 
homes every wack 


GRIT sells 5¢ PROFIT. 


for 15¢ on every 
You Make copy 


More than 30,000, 
boys, 12 or older, seli 
GRIT in their spare 
time, Besides making 
cash profits and win- 
ning prizes they ob- 
tain valuable business 
experience. 


GRIT will help You & 
get started in a busi- 
ness of your own— 
send papers and sell- 
ing helps. You pay 
only for the papers 
you sell until you know 
ow many to order. 
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VGRIT PUBLISHING CO., Williamsport, Pa. 
7 Start me in as a GRIT salesman, 


+eees Date Born... 


4 
BE P0st OFAC ocr e ee eet creer teens 
H Are You a Boy? ve sees eee State... eae, 


J 
5 Please Print Your Last Name Plainly Below § 


alder get started wom #1] |] |] Civeectdueh io 
7 


Just send this coupon. 
mak a ee est 20 SS 


J 
a 
H i 
E Street OF M.D. voce eee eee eee ae eens H 
4 
' 
' 


H Fronmholz... . 


BOYS’ LIFE for 
stepped on a kickoff tee someone had 
carelessly left on the field and broke 
your ankle. And since then your mind 
has become conditioned, has it not? 
When a pass comes to you from the 
left, you think deep within you that 
you are about to stumble again and 
break your ankle? And so with this 
preoccupation you drop the ball?” 

Beneke blinked and it seemed as 
though he was looking at something 
for the first time. 

“A mental block,” Heinrich said. 
“This is something difficult to over- 
come. One requires intelligence, un- 
derstanding, courage. In your case, 
Beneke, I’m afraid that... .” Hein. 
tich sighed, 

And then he went over the squad 
and he had something to say about 
almost everybody. 

We all knew what he was doing. 
We've listened to fight talks before. 
But this was... well . . . different. 
Not quite fair. He was touching where 
it hurt. 

He saved me for last. 

“In your case, Taylor,” he said. 
“We come to one who lacks confi- 
dence completely.” 

Confidence? What did he mean by 
that? I had as much confidence as 
anybody. 

He read my mind and shook his 
head. “No confidence, Taylor, and I 
think that you are actually afraid to 
excel,” 

Heinrich was way off. Where did he 
get something screwy like that? 

“You have a brother,” Heinrich 
said. “I am told that he is at present 
at a university and that he is magnifi- 
cent at fullback. This you no doubt 
take pride in. He was also most ex- 
cellent in this high school when he at- 
tended, and he is the possessor of sev- 
eral records.” : 

That part was right enough. My 
brother was about the best back ever 
to play on a Stevenson squad. 

“But the most important point of 
all,” Heinrich said, “Is that he is four 
years older than you are. And being 
four years older, he was bigger than 
you are, he could kick farther, he 
could run faster, He was there ahead 
of you all the time and you could 
never catch up—no matter how you 
tried—because of this four-year dif. 
ference. And while you were frus- 
trated by this, your mind eventually 
told itself that you would never catch 
up and that you must adjust to this. 
An adjustment such as this is in a 
sense admirable, but there should be a 
limit upon it. It should not continue 
forever. However you have chosen al- 
ways to see another brother ahead of 
you and always unsurpassable .. , a 
brother whose name might be Taylor 
or perhaps O’Brien or even Heinrich 
Fronmholz.” 

His voice became more pointed. 
“You engage in. . . how shall we say 
.., hero worship? It is fine to admire 
those of remarkable capabilities, but 
one must not do so to the injury of 
one’s own potentialities. And in time 
too, I think that you became afraid to 
excel even when you could, because 
your brother . . . this Taylor, this 
O'Brien, or even this Heinrich 
might not like you if 
you did.” 

He shook his head sadly. “But one 
must grow up. One must not continue 
to buy friendships by such conces- 
sions.” 

Where did he get all this crazy 
stuff? But my face was red, and I was 
sweating. 

I think that by. now we all wanted 
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to lynch Heinrich, but somehow we 
just didn’t seem to have the energy. 
We just sat there and, I guess, we each 
had something to think about. 

I don’t know how long we would 
have kept that up, but one of the of- 
ficials knocked on the door and 
wanted to know if we were going to 
play any more football—everybody 
else was on the field and had been 
waiting for ten minutes. 

We walked out there. I mean 
walked. No jogging and running. And 
we were quiet. Maybe everybody was 
still thinking—like I was. 

I took a couple of deep breaths of 
the cool air and that cleared my head. 
Really cleared it. 

I kicked off to Parkview East. The 
stride was just right, I met the ball 
just right, and the sound was just 
right. That ball was going somewhere. 

The Parkview receivers watched it 
go over their heads and right over the 
goal-post crossbars, Five years ago 
that would have been counted as a 
field goal and worth three points. But 
the rules for kickoffs have been 
changed and there were no points. 
Parkview took over on its own twenty 
yard line. 

I thought about that kick as we 
went into the defense formation, and 
maybe everybody else on the team did 
too. My brother held the league rec- 
ord for a field goal—officially forty- 
nine yards, but when you add the ten 
extra yards to the goal post in the end 
zone, that made it fifty-nine. And the 
best O’Brien had ever done had been 
against Tech last year from the Tech 
forty-two, My kick wasn’t a field goal 
—as far as the records counted—but 
still I had kicked from my own forty 
and that made it... . 

Three plays later, Parkview hadn’t 
been able to move the ball more than 
three yards and went into punt forma- 
tion. 

Jerry Gilman gathered it in on our 
thirty-five and took it along the side- 
lines. At their forty-five, three. Park- 
view tacklers converged on Gilman 
and I thought the play would end 
there. But this time Gilman didn’t 
stop and let himself be tackled. 

He hesitated only a fraction of a 
second and then picked up a burst of 
speed. Two of the tacklers had a shot 
at him and missed, and the third was 
faked off his feet. Gilman went all the 
way, and we got the point after. That 
made. it 26 to 7. 

We held on defense and, when we 
got the ball, we marched down the 
field with a series of running plays. I 
went off left tackle for the last eight 
yards to make it 26 to 14, and that 
was the score at the end of the third 
quarter. 

Parkview stiffened in the fourth and 
held us on its twenty-four. I tried for 
the field goal and made it. No record 
kick, but the ball went high over the 
crossbars and into the crowd,.26 to 
17. 

The next five minutes were rough 
for all of us. Parkview dug in and was 
hoping to preserve the upset. But with 
four minutes left and our ball, I found 
a big hole waiting for me and stormed 
through. I carried all the way from 
our thirty-six, and nobody was near 
me when I crossed the goal line. With 
the point after, that made it 26 to 24, 
still Parkview. : 

Parkview Jet the kickoff bounce 
into the end zone and took over on its 
twenty. With less than four minutes 
left to play, Parkview tried to.run out 
the clock but was forced to punt on 
fourth down. 


yaar, 
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Gilman picked up the punt and car- 
ried it back to the Parkview twenty- 
nine before he got nailed. 

We called time out and went into.a 
huddle. There were less than fifteen 
seconds lefts. 

“Not much sense in trying anything 
but a field goal,” Gilman said. “All 
we need is three points. Think you can 
do it, Taylor?” 

I straightened up and looked at the 
goal posts. Yes, I could make it. I 
knew that deep inside of me.. Today I 
could make that kick ten times out of 
ten. Twenty times out of twenty. 

But my mind went to something 
else. Winning the game was important, 
but there were other things important 
too. 

“I think we ought to try 27-A,” I 
said. 

It took them a while to remember 
what that was. It was a play Coach 
-Benson had dreamed up, but one we 
had never used in a game. 

Because we couldn’t. 


\ 


“ag PLAY calls for the quarterback 
to fade with the ball and then flip to 
me wide to the left and still behind 
the line of scrimmage. In the mean- 
time Beneke cuts from left end to the 
right side of the field, I throw the pass 
and -he takes it over his left shoulder. 

Beneke got white. “Now wait a 
minute, Taylor. All we need is three 
‘points. We don’t have to go for the 
touchdown. You ought to be able to 
make the kick.” 

“T don’t know about that,” I said, 
rubbing my chin. “I don’t think so.” 

. Beneke appealed to the rest of the 
squad. “But all of you know I can't 
catch a pass over my left shoulder.” 

I’m not the quarterback, but I’m 
the team captain when I play. My 
word carries some weight. 

But more than that, everybody on 
the squad knew what I was trying to 
do and I could see that everyone 
agreed with me. 

Beneke might have tried to argue 
his way out of the play, but we 
snapped out of the huddle and took 
our positions. There was nothing for 
him to do but take his place in the 
line. 

The quarterback took the ball into 
our backfield and tossed to me. There 
was nobody in front of me and I 
think I could have carried it all the 
eR but I waited and watched Ben- 
eke. 

He made his diagonal and sped to- 


ward the spot. I cocked my arm and 
threw. 


When Beneke looked back his face | 


was still white. He reached the point, 
and the bali floated over his left shoul- 
der and into his arms. : 

This time he held on to it and 
sprinted into the end zone. 

I made the point after, but that 
didn’t matter. We won 31 to 27. 

We stormed back into the dressing 
room and gave Heinrich a good rough 
time, slapping him on the back and 
carrying him around and acting as 
though he’d won the game. 

And I guess he had. 

When we calmed down a little, 
Heinrich still grinned and walked to a 
bench. He sat down and began un- 
winding the bandage from his foot. 

We stared at him, and the room got 
quiet. 

Heinrich looked up and it seemed 
like his eyes laughed. “I did not say 
that I had been injured in the acci- 
dent. You merely leaped to this con- 
clusion because I had a bandage on 
my foot.” 

The bandage came off and he put 
on his shoe. “It is true there was an 
accident—a mild scrapping of fenders 
with Mr. O’Brien’s car and another. 
But this gave me an idea.” 

His face became sober. “Actually I 
arrived five minutes after the game 
started, but I remained in the stands 
and watched you play. What I saw 
was a dispirited team—a team which 
depended upon one man to save it. I 
did not like this. It is not good for 
you, It is not good for me. And so I 
decided that I would not play at all. I 
came down here and put the bandage 
on my foot. It would be better if you 
lost without me than won with me. 
And to this I think you will agree. 
Especially now.” 

Coach Benson had two first-string 
fullbacks the rest of the season. Hein- 
rich and me, 

When O’Brien comes back next 
year, I think he might have a hard 
time getting the fullback job away 
from me. ; 

But I'll never find out for sure. I 
won't be here. 

I've been getting A’s in German 
lately, and, when Heinrich goes back 
to Liechtenstein, I'll be going with 
him. Mr. Walker picked me as the ex- 
change student for next year. Hein- 
tich is going on to college to get his 
degree in psychology. 

I wonder what this soccer is all 
about. THE END 


“There’s no mistake about it. The caller gave this address” 
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EVEN A 
MASTER MECHANIC 
COULD LEAR 
A THING OR TWO 


by building these amazing “Visible” hobby kits. 


You probably know the Renwal Visible V-8, the most accurately detailed 14 
y, scale automotive. engine kit ever produced. Now, Renwal introduces the 
; VISIBLE CHASSIS, over three feet long, with the same superb engineering that 
made the Visible V-8 a hobbyist’s favorite. Everything works: Shift and. watch the gears slide 
into position. Turn the wheel, and learn how the steering system and suspension operate. 
No. detail was omitted. And thanks to Renwal’s famous ‘Visible’? construction, you see the 
“inside story.” The Visible Chassis comes complete with battery driven motor, and parts 
for Installation of the Visible V-8, By itself, the Visible Chassis is an amazingly real- 
istic hobby kit. With the Visible V-8, it's a complete automotive education. 
Visthle Chassis ..........$19.95, Visible V-8 ..........$10.95, Chassis and V-8 Set.......... $29.95 


SEND FOR RENWAL’S FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET 


Renwal, Mineola, New York—Dept. BL-11 
Please send moe "Getting a Jump on the Future with 
a Renwal Hobby.” 


Name. 
‘Address 
City 


A BINDER FOR YOUR BOYS’ LIFE COPIES 


It has gold printing on a red background 
«. - Just the thing for your room or den. 
The binder holds a whole year's supply 
of BOYS' LIFE so: you can-keep all the 
issues handy. 


Here's All You Do: 
) Print your name and full address on 
a piece of paper. 
2) On top of the paper write Catalogue 
No. 3118, BOYS’ LIFE Binder. 
3) Enclose the paper plus $3.00 in an 
envelope and mail to: 
BOYS’ LIFE BINDER 
New Brunswick, N. J. 


Here's your chance to get one of the top 
quality magazine binders developed by 
BOYS' LIFE. You'll like the looks of this 
binder, too, 


AMAZING CIRCUS of 
6 GROWING ANIMALS 


WATCH THEM 
GROW BIGGER 
AND BIGGER 
RIGHT BEFORE 


YOUR EYES! 
Unbellevable! But it’s true, 
Yes, a year and a half of scientific 
research has actually produced these de= 
Neghtful toy Growing Animals that will grow like 
mad right before your very eyes. Yes, grow faster snd 
faster, bigger and bigger every day. Kids from 6 to 60 
will be thrilled with excitement and delight, shriek 
with wild laughter as Ozzie the Ostrich grows his own 
full-feathered plume, Simba the Lion grows a long 
flowing mane, Smiley the Porcupine grows needles of 
hair, Sleepy the Hound Dog grows sad droopy ears, and 
Scamper the Squirrel grows a big bushy tail. And they 
keep Brow ing blgger and bigger for weeks ‘and weeks 
of thrilis an 


 tivine cl 
I Pladse rush my CIRCUS OF 6 GROWING ANIMALS, 

understand that if | am not 100% satisfied, | may 
return for refund, no questions asked. Sorry No 0,0.0.'s, 


“ ft 
“lead” them to a plastic cup or glass of water, 
The sddfet is a new sclentific process that releases a 
horticultural seed on a special absorbent porous mate- 
rial that starts the miracle of life and. growth. No food 
or speclal care Is required to grow your own animal 
circus and_even give the jittle fellows ‘‘Halrcuts’’ if 
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(1 SAVE S0c. i enclose $2. Send doubte order. , I 
_D) SAVE $2.50. 1 enclose $5, Send six orders, ] 


cascacsneess AU BPOSS..ccs0es 


NAME... sccssccssssenscaseensnescssensssetsesanenssossanacessan 


BCI Y ee a ent mt se ee Re Pingo Whi tence 


